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The Mere Man Chats With the Cynic.
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Gentle
married, Botby?" Iniu1rl (lontle Circ,
button, alnttle thread

"That'a know!" patheti
a he calmly pulled off the button and threw It

away.
"I Mpi ""V ullthed the Cynlo, atlrrlnn her roffee, "that

no man kno. why he doesn't any more than he
knows why he dm."

"Perhaps It'a becauae I'm too yotrig, or too particular,"
aucKeatetl 1 Mere Man.

'Too WHAT?" tha Onle, dropping her
apoon with a clatter.

"I cnn't find anybody frofnl enough for me," explained
the Mpre Man. "I want to waste my young life
trying to reform a wonian."

The O'nlc stared at him from under her picture hat
In Mank amazement and forgot to recover her apoon.

'Think of the way I've been brought up," cont:n d the Mere Man calmly.
"Of my boyish hopes, and Illusions, my unspoiled nature, niy fresh young
dreams and longings; and Imagine the shock It would he to me to wake up
and find myself tied to the average sophisticated, modern young woman, with
bet wor'dlv ways, her club, her flirtations, her bridge whist and and other
vices. I tell you, a chap can't he too careful nowadays. I've known many a
nice. Innocent, trusting, well-bre- d young fellow, who went unsuspiciously Into
marriage only to find himself wedded to a Suffragette, or a mental scientist, or
a bridge fiend, who broke his heart and his poiUctbook, with her wild waya
and cruel neglect. A maji can't tell anything about a woman before he mar-
ries her; and moot of you girls have collected a lot of bad habitH nowadays, dis-

tinctly your own, of which we know nothing"
"Well, thank Heaven!" exclaimed the Cynic, recovering her at last,

"that we've managed to get something distinctly our own, even If It's only a
faults and habits!"

"Time went on the Mere Man sorrowfully, "when you were our truar-dla- n

angels, but that's all over now. In these days, a man has to bo his own
guardian ang, 1 and keep his wife In the MraUht and narrow path at the same
time. Time was when WK had aM the privileges and weaknesses and venial
stm and none of the moral responsibilities; when we could be aa wild and
harum-scaru- us ne pleased, knowing that as soon as we got married you

would reform us and 'settle' us. Hut nowadays no woman 1s willing to marry
man to reform him; It's quite out of fashion."

"Yes," retorted the Cynic drily. "We discovered that sacrificing one s life
bare on earth, for th chance of meeting a man In Heaven, was too much
like taking a chance In a raffle. The man with a 'post' as far as his faaclnu-tto- n

for us Is concerned Is a thing of the Past'"
"Yes." rejoined the Mere Man bitterly. "It'a the woman with a 'future'

who Ivolds the Centra of the stage nowadays. And If there's one human being
on earth ha;der to live with th in a man with a 'past,' it's a woman with a
'future.' Besides, when did the reforming, you could always go home to
'mother" If it work. We can't! No how OUT lives hove been
wrecked we'e got to go on living with a Huff ragevte or a clubwoman or or a
Cynic or else pay her allfnony. We've iot to go on llug gentle and patient

and exerting our saintly influence to bring out her better nature and to keep

her In the straight and narrow way"
"While you go out uid wobble all over the and crooked; one," pttt In

the Cynic scornfully.
"And even then," went on the Mere Man. Ignoring the thiist. "we cannot be

sure of making her see the e:ror of her ways, and of winning her back to a

aweet home life. For Instance, if I should marry YOU"

"Pon't talk of Impossibilities, Mr. Cutting," Interrupted the Cynic hastily.

"Would you give up your club?" persisted the Mero Man.

"Which one, Bobby?" asked the Cynic sweetly.

"And your gambling at bridge?"
"My what?"
"And all your other f llrtatlons?"
"How dare you:
"Would you come home early evenings with
"Wh-whn- t?"

To hide the aoda; and no fairy talcs about downtown to
all tmche.hu -- girl friends of whom Iyouree a woman'." Would you give up

breakfast when the cook wo erick,
disapproved, and wt up and get your own

and we:ir your clot nee two mmshi
Sever"' tried the Cynic desperately.

M llltli:i"' and she shrugged he

"Then you see,

get married

j

cally,

marry,

don't

breath

was,"

didn't matter

said the Mere Man, calmly llghUltl Ills cigar
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Our School.
By Cora M. W. Greenleaf.

n 1LVT! don't you like your school,
' llttlo mold.
TV And don't you wrant to learn?

Well, well, dear! I'm almost afraid
Your elders oft epurn

Tho rough path to knowlodge. and find
Tlioir lemon too haril.

For ne don't like to broaden our mlndH,
And wo think the rewiu--

I.lfe gives f..r the 'problem we eolve,
But a poor recompense

For the study and tod they Involve,
The mistakes un luapMM.

But we each have our lessons to learn,
Iilttle girl, you and I,

And our Tbaoher won't aeetn quite so
stern

When we're thru' by and b
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MBNE LUPIN closed ths door

carefully and, quietly
his gloves, said tn the

lawyer:
"My dear maltre, I can

never thank von for your
Itlndnaaa In to defend my
rights. I shall not forget It."

M .Litre DeUnan COUld only murniur:
"Hut j.i'i never pang I did not

hi ir tha door. "
' Bells and doors ore tilings that have

to do their work without ever being
heard. 1 am here all Die same; and
that la the great tiling "

"My daughter: Suzanne! What have
you done with her'.'" repeated the

"Heavens, air," said Lupin, "what a
hurry you're In! Come, calm yourself,
your daughter will ' In your arms In
a moment."

He walked up and down room and
then, in the tone of a magnate distrib-
uting praises:

"I congratulate you, M. Oerbols, on
the skilful way In whloh vou acted Just
now If the motor hadn't had that
ridiculous accident we should simply
h ive met at the Ktolle and saved Maltro
I'etlnan the annoyan.ii of this visit

However, It was destined other-
wise!"

He caught sight of th two bundles
of banknotes and cried:

"Ah, that's right! The million Is there'
us waste no time.

Will you allow maT"
"Uut," aald Maltre Detlnan, placing

Ommlftit. tf1 1 M Tti Pmu NlMlH Oft fTr New To--k PmMi
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himself In front of the tabic, "Mile, der-bul- s

la not here yet."
"Well?"
"Well, Isn't her presence Indlspcn-s- a

Hi

"I see, I are! Arsene i.upin Inspire
only u partial contl.len. e. Ho pocket
his without restoring the
imstage. at.,, my dear uiultre, I am
s i. iii Becauae fate has
obliged me to perform acts of a rather

a special character, doubts ire cast
upon my good faith mine! L a

'man all scruples and delicacy!
However, my dear maitfa, if you're.
afraid, open your window nnd Gall nut.
There are quite a dozen detectives In
tl.e street."

"Do you think so?''
Arsene Lupin raised the blind:
"I doubt If M, Qerbola la capable of

throwing U. inlmand ff tha SOS lit. a a
U hat did I tell you? There ho la. the
dear old ohftpl"

"linpo slble!' cried tha professor. "I
swssir to you, though "

"That you have not betrayed me
I don't doubt It. but the fellows

are clever. la.ok. t.iere's Kolonf.tnt
And Qreaume! And i'i- -

Ugyl All my best pals, what'."'
Maltre PcMnau loogod at hitn In sur-pr.s- e

What calmness! He was laugh-
ing with a happy laugh, as though he
were amusing ti nself at some child's
game, with no il ing. r him

This carelessness did even ni'Tu tnan
the sight Of the detectives to reassure
lha lawyer. He moved away from the
table on w hl-- the banknotes lay.

Arsene Lupin took up the two bundle
one after the other, counted twenty-riv- e

notes from each of them and, handing
the Lawyer the fifty banknote thus
obtained, said:

"M lierbois'.s share of yo-i- r fee, mv
dear niaitre. and Arsene Lupin's. We
owe you that."

"Vou Owe me nothing," wald Ma. Ire
Datlhan.

"What' After all the trouble we've
given you!"

"You forget the pleOkaUra It has been
to me to take t! at trouble."

"You mean to say, my dear maltre,
that vou refuse to anything from
Arsetie Lupin. That's the worst," he

Ighed, "of having a bad reputatlo
IP- d oul the fsi.OOU francs to the

"Monslour. let me give vou this
Id memory of our pOcaaaat meotlu K

,1

will
1,- -1

51 L

iso my wealdlng iiresem.t to Mile.

M. lerbols unatched at the notes, but
prole tisl

"Jly .laughter is not being married "

"She can't be man-te- If you refuse
your o'isjent. Uut he la dying to be
loarrlist."

"What do you know all tout It?"
"I know that young ladles often oher-Us- h

drssatna wdthoul Papa'a conaent.
there ara g.ssi geniuses

illisl Arsene Lupin, who dlBOOVaf 111"

so ret uf those Vhiirftilng hidden
itvvav In their

"Old you discover in tilting else"
esk.l Maltre in tlriun. "I POTifeaa that
1 am very curious to know why that
desk wa the obji-- 't of y..ur attentions "

"IllNtorlcal reusoun, my dear maltre.
Alth.ugh, contrary to M. (ierbols
i.p.ni.tn, It contained no treaMleTg

t.h lottery th k.-- t, of which I did
r. it know, I whip.-- ! It and had been
looking for II for some time. The desk,
which la mode of yaai and muhominy.
de ora'ed with goafjthug leaf capitals.
was found tn Ifaria dioraat
little houae at Houlogne-su- Seine, end
.us an Inscription on one ,,f tho dra-

wer; lo Kapolaoti Km
of tlie French, by hla moat fail

fitl servant, Mane! 11

words, carved with the pia.nt of a
knife: 'Tlilne. Marie' Viipolcn had It

copied afterward for the Kmpross
ao that Uia wrltlng-iles- k wiil.-.-

ised to adnure ut I' c Malmalson
and w ti.. h they siill adinlrn at the

of
on the now gambling law.
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to OOnvlMg any man that
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Oh, YOU Ophelia! By Victor Dwiggins
t ) i ..

"The Blonde Lady" AAE
PMOIOINQ inst.wI.mknts
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Tiajdiogtad

' Underneath

A'

'

liiirde-Meubl- e Is ..nlv nti Imperfect
of the one which now forma part of my

M (ierbols atgtiadi
"Uh, dear! If I had only known tlhtji

at tbe shop how arllstngty I would
have lot yiei have It I"

Ar.ss-n- Lupin laugtliedi
"V.s, and ysa.1 would, besldssa, ?iave

had the appreciable advantag of
the wtiola f number Hi, eorleg 23,

for yourself."
"And yoil uould not have thought of

my daughter, whom all in, la
brUalneae must raayada have upaeL"

"All what isi:
"The aVbdlMtloli "
"Uut, my dour air, yu are quite mis-

taken- Mile. iter!".! waa not ah- -

duotad."
"Mv daughter was not abducted!"
"Not at all. abductban

implies v..lm-e- . Now Mile (lerterls
a t. si as a boat age. of her own free
will."

"Of her oca.71 free will!" rape i teal tCie
in ooafuaton

"And grfnoat at her own requaswt!
Why, a rpii kwltteal youiLg lady like
Mllo. Qerboi, who, moreover, Tnarleua
a es- - ret pusslon at the bottom .f bar
heart, was hurslly llholy to refuse the

of securing her dowry
Oh, I aso.ire you It waa easy
lo make her understand that thore
wn i c r way overcoming youi

I4l ra DolsMa was greenly
He put in:

e T

The Hcdgeville Editor
John L. Hobble

ll'STIi'l SI'IKK refuses to marry any ter-- t of 'heir depositors at heart.
J more couple until he get an expert eilll ome them suhldo.
opinion

enough
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!i:WIH hm paaaed from
Fltrai us. The deceased h is been

tn b e, but did not die per-
manently uut.. last Tuesday,

pRrin DBRtK 'ried to moke a Ng .s-1- .

of ti... law hualna-as- , but he waa so
honest ho oouidn't prove anyth ng.

B y Harry Palmer
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Give and Take
By Ethelyn Huston

No Life Is Really
: K do writer people get

their plots?" waa asked re-

cently. Where? Next door,
upetalra, in office, church,
etore. In you not realise

that lv and romance and tragedy,
pat hoi and bathos, the tvumorous and
the terrible and the pitiful, are walklnc
past y.ni ai you pauae on the sidewalk
only a moment?

The people around you are Hispid and
itnlntereartlnc, per loirs Thli one ! dull-witte-

that one Inattentive, the other
curt almost rude. And you are Irri-

tated. You wonder why you must it

unnoyest by oaf-.lik- e etupldlty boreal by
the corrsmonplaoa and dull.

II ui" was improper, but It was enspenri
In It wickedness) It's aenatore were as
bad aa ours, but they swung a isiiainr-la- l

toga over breasta that were brawny
ics welt as bad. It's women had no

but they walked aa queeni. with
unfettered limbs and trailing draperies,
and If cnnsclenoe wsrra laoklng. tnlellect
wai brllllarrt.

Ann so Home rola her fjorgeoui pag- -

iiiafore our discontented eyes, and
we wonder If all tha color and ilepnn
and great nees and strength have faded
out of life, Just because "great Pan Is

dead." Did romance die with the age
y chivalry? The keen rapier la no mora,
and the lawauM now eoothea honor'!
wound. The toga and the hicepi of
Caesar are gone. Instead are the frock
coat and the oheck-boo- The Queenly
grac and proud, aweet llpi that made
snd unmade Roman history are dreams.
To-da- y we have the faeh Ion --plate.

And aotnetlniea the amd crtea out for
color in the imlvaraal drefb for pa rase In
the universal ruah cor the '"tender craoe
of a day that ti dead" for the poetry
that Ufa onoe krsews-f- or "tha gnory then
waa itreeoe and Che grandeur that waa
Ilirme."

Oh, we all know It. tn some form
more or leas inarticulate! It Is the a

of the eouil the rioms1c.knnea for
the ess and gravce and atatallnea
that modem life ha laid on tha altar of
Mammon.

Hut of our sseii atclmeei it laat la horn
a great rdly. Home and her eplcndld
ftatedskMI dhtui. Through the unlvereo!

drab, here and there, we begin to see
'" In a glauev dark.lv" thai arteady
w h1te flame of a great srotrrt. The world

j "You must have found a difficulty In
corning to terme. I can't believe that
Mile. Uerbola allowed yuu to apeak lo
her."

"1 didn't. I have riot even the honor
of knowing her A tady of my sr- -
qualntanee was good enough to under-- I
take the negotiations."

"The blond ladv In rive motor oar, I
suppose?" wald Maltro Dettnan.

"Just an. Everything waa settled at
the first Interview near the college.
Since then M!!o. (lerttols and her new
friends have abroad, have visited
Belvrtiaui and Holland In the msaet agree-
able and Instructive manner for a

girl. However, she will tell you
everything herself "

Tlie ball do.trise.il rang: three rings
In quick aucceslon, then a single ring,
then another single ring.

"There ahe Is," Bald laupln. "My
dear maltro, if you would not mind

The lawyer ran to open the donr.
TWO V"ung women entered, one of

them riuraj herself Into M fleieMils's
arms. The other went up to Isupiri. Hhs
waa tall and shapely, with a very pair
f i. e, and iter fair hair, whh'h gllMere-- l
Ike gold, wis partial lr.ro two looselv
iiuvtsl mde.tux. lireese.l in hla.k
wearing no orr.ament l.ev-on- a five-fo- il

let necklace, ahe nevertheless etruok a
icte of elesgan e and reflne-rient- .

rse'ie Lupin sis-k- e a few worsls 10

lur and rtien, bowing to Mil. Qaje

said :

'I ni'isf artologlwe to you. mmlMio!
se'le. for all this annovance. but h.ipe,
nevertheless, that you have not been
too unhappy "

"1'nhap.pV I sb.iild even have been
very hippy. If It hail not been for my
aiur father."

'Then all la for the beat. e

htm once more and take tho
unity you will never have a better

Of speaking to him about your
eouln."

"My oouelnT What do you
mean? I don't understand ' '"

"i ih, I think you un.leretand
Your OOUgkn Philippe tne young
man whose letters you kept so prec-
iously "

h izanne bluahed, loot countenance
iii'l then, taking Lupine a.lvu-e- threw
hargolf onol more into her father
arms.

Luplr. looked at tJtem with a

Commonplace."
doe not know Him. ierhaps, bast fax)
Uvea chat hi life has, touched and ootn- -

forteil and atrnngthenad know him.
Hla hand wears no rlchry mosjTstad

amethyat, aymbot of dignlUea. but
"alone each knotted cord and rasa we
trace the varying chart of year" one
patient toil, the yearning genUenea of
touch on shamed head, the qulat lifting
of others' burden, the warm, firm olaap
that revitalise the weary and tha hope
lesa. And we know that thar la a
greatness that needs no senatorial tssja
and that asks neither recognition nor
reward.

Aral for the poetry and errandeur that
we have missed w--s begin to tindarataoo
the alrtu pain and tragedy that fftvaa
no algn, that make up that which w
have Ignoraa-'.ll- oeJled "cornmooplaoa."

No Ufa 1 commonplao. We or all
masked. And tha face tha you oall
dull may mak a soul that ha walkad
Ihrouajh Uanta'a furthest circle of hart.
When we touch tha mystery of an-
other's life we tread upon holy ground
The quiet woman, glow of speech, dun- -
colored of person and pereonalltjr.
whom you regard with pitying dls-- ;

favcar, may be carrying a burden that
would try the st.mteet aoul and bring
you and your prlda lo your kns. Ton
do not know.

Th man who eurl, taciturn, ytni
crttlda as dlsrourte' a. But only Oed

'

and the night know of tha aoul, proe- -

trals. prayer eat, dumb beneath that
great void that Despair haa mad Its
own, lifting lha dawning day aa a
atone upon the heart that bleeds, and,
bleeding. Uvea on.

You do not know. Tragedy paeae,
atony-eye- through tha market plaoa.
Urleif laughs, with a laughter mora tar-rir-

than all tears, tn rhythm with
dancing feet and the lilting of violin
Deepalr smiles and restores a handker-ohle- f

with a polished phraae aa tha
nob lea of franca smiled and turned to
the waiting guillotin Terror Jests,
while the chilled -- .ood eoba chokingly
from hart to throat, from throat to
heart. Pain wraga itself In a He, a
In a mantis, and while th knife turn
It iiuletly watchea tha handle

And all thisT
And all this, my dear, la Heroism

All this la th drama and th poetry
and tha greatnaaa of Roma The eet-tln- g

la different, tha colors lees vtved.
the Pantheon hi gone and tha etate 1

nes la no mora But th heroic s.sulsare all around us. They are upetalrg.
Next door. In office, ohuroh. atora.

g Maurice Le Blanc

young

rneWtng erye.
"All, we are aj waya

doing gssal! What a touching
Happy father! Happy daughter!
to think tlaat table hapnlneaa ta

for

work. Lupin! Theas two besnge wig
you later. Tour wig be
piously handed down to their children
and ohildren'e children
Oh, family Fan.elv rlf." Ha turned to the wuul.tw. "la
our (laiUmard there evt I Li ? e s

he would love to wttoeaa
' inarming display of affection!

Hut no. lie Is not there. There ta
nobody a they're all HiHy the pgarfuoti la growing

I aiioukln't wonder If they

grit'
and
your
blaaa

name

thaslr
life'

dear
How this

gone.
Jove,

In the gateway by now or by in
port or s lodge or even on the
etalra.!"

M. Uurbols made an Involuntary move
meirt. Now that lata daughter waa

to him, la began to see things In
their true light. The arreat of hla ad

'versary meant half a million to him. In
stinctively he took a atep toward the
door. Lupin barred hla way, a though
by accident.

"Where are you going, M. feijolat
To defend me against them? You ar
loo kind! Pray don't trouble. Uealdas,
I assure you thy are more perplexed
than I" And he continued, reflectively:
What do they know, when all la aald?

That you are here a and, per-
haps that Mile, tlerboia la here ton,
for they must have seen her come with
an unknown lady. But they have no
Idea that I am bar. How oould I

have entered a hou which they
searched this morning from cellar to
garret? No, In all probability they are
walling for me to catch ma on tha
wing r feliowa!
I'nleas they have gueaaed that tha

lady was sent by me and pre-
sume that she has been commissioned
to effect the exchange In
that case they are preparing to arreat
her when ahe leavea

The bell rang.
Lupin stopped M. (Verbena w6h aa

abrupt geature, and In a hareh and
peremptory voice aald;

"Stay when you are. sir! Tralnk of
your daughter and be reasonable; if
not Aa for you, Maltre Detains.
I have your word."

(To Be Conttnustaal


